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hesitation. Tin with my grandmother, she is sick, and with iny aunt There they are," I pointed to Zofia who was spreading her coat on the stone floor of the church to make her mother as comfortable as possible
"Well, it doesn't matter. You'll report to the captain, anyway.3*
"What captain? What for?"
fc<WeTl find some work for you, don't worry/'
"All right" I submitted meekly. "But 111 have to tell my grandmother that Im going. And will you please come for me? I won't be able to find my way around here."
The gendarme grunted and strutted away, looking for other victims
Zofia heard the news with alarm She conferred with the daughters of Mrs Kempfi and with another woman whom I hardly knew. They found some peroxide and decided to bleach my hair. The poured it aU over my head, but as the solution was weak it helped but little. They then combed my hair a different way, rubbed my face with some cream, drew lines around my mouth, gave me eyeglasses to wear, and tied a bright scarf around my neck One woman took away my bloodstained coat, and let me put on her own. Thus disguised, I stayed behind the pulpit, and watched the gendarme come around and ask Zofia about me. He went looking for me everywhere. When his eyes slipped over me indifferently, I became convinced that he would not recognize me, and I came forward boldly and remained right near him for quite a while. He could not find me.
In the morning they formed us in ranks and drove us to the Western Station. A train was waitmg to take us to the Praszkow Camp. There were three decent passenger cars of the suburban line The rest were cattle cars. We were loaded into them Our transport was made up of arity women and children. I lost Zofia and her mother in the crowd.